WAR    CORRESPONDENT                   131
two war-books attempted to describe, censorship allowing, first experiences as a war correspondent, both in civilian clothes and uniform. Story-hunting took me to Dover, at the time of threatened invasion in 1940; to mid-Atlantic in a destroyer chasing U-boats, in 1942; to Ireland, Iceland, Africa, India, Burma and the Middle East.
Atlantic Battle, describing ten days in the destroyer Vanquisher when she was on Atlantic escort duty, was written at nights in the office while the London Blitz provided "noises off." The other book, recounting experiences up to my escape from Leros, was written mostly in hotel bedrooms and Press camps while careering about the world on other assignments. I finished it, incidentally, on daily journeys in the train between Angmering and London Bridge.
I usually typed about ten pages at a time, steered this through the local censor, then sent it in a registered packet to my wife. In England it then had to go for final approval to the Ministry of Information. Another serious problem was the regulation which prohibited the taking of letters, documents or literature of any kind from one country to another. This meant endless trouble with Customs officials. Sometimes I was able to get the military censor to seal up my notebooks and uncompleted manuscript and take this packet through the Customs with a minimum of delay. At other times my notebooks, essential to the expectant author, nearly had me shot at dawn.
Such an incident occurred in Cyprus at the beginning of my long-sustained attempt to reach the Dodecanese Islands in October and November, 1943. After disappointments, manoeuvrings and machinations which would be tedious to retail I had persuaded the Royal Navy to help me get to Leros. They flew me, to the annoyance of some rivals, from Alexandria to Haifa in a Blackburn Roc fighter; then on from Haifa to Nicosia, Cyprus, in a Blenheim bomber.
On arrival in Cyprus I went to Famagusta to try my blandishments on the naval officer in charge, but in the docks there my immediate purpose was changed by running into some South African Air Force types who had just been evacuated from Kos. The news trail often twists and turns.